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Date: September 11, 1890
Description: M.C. Blake of California, a former soldier known to Civil War 
nurses Rebecca Usher of Hollis and Louisa Titcomb of Portland, wrote to 
Titcomb to tell her he might not be able to visit Usher because he needed to 
get to Harrison to visit his family, then back to California.

                           Brooks Bank Note Co. Boston

[Illustration]

                      Portland, Me. Sept. 11th, 1890.

Dear Miss Titcomb.
                  I arrived in this city last evening.
I wish I could go with you tomorrow to see
Miss Usher, but I shall not be able to do it.
I must go to Harrison tomorrow. I am
not quite well and think it best for me to
be at home. I should very much like to see
you and Miss Usher before my return to Cal-
ifornia, but when I am through at home, I
shall very likely feel that I must make my
way West as fast as possible. I will, however,
see what I can do, and will do my best to see 
you.
                             Yours sincerely
                                       M.C. Blake.



                       Stroudwater Friday –
Dear Bep,
                       I have but just heart enough left
to forward you the proof of the melancholy re-
versal of all our bright anticipations for this week;
still my hope –inbotance[?] is as tough as sole –
                    I trust that
leather. & so ^ we may still see you in the
flesh, before he is off; I am going to write
a note to Harrison. (and I wish you would too)
telling him
^ that you are about on your last legs, so that you
have to be propelled now by mind. & that the
prospect is that you will not last till he
                                     also
visits this region again; ^ that sound logical argu-
ments from some one who would recommend change
of scene, & travel might possible bring you, to: but
nothing short of that, can. –– He’s a good man
and I think that would fetch him, don’t you?
  I shall hold myself in readiness as stur-
-dy as an old war-horse, to march at the bugle’s
call, & if you know which side your bread’s buttered
on, you’ll sit in the chimney-corner till you hear
something “to your advantage.” – I’m off for Portland
this minute, so, with chunks of love to the family, I am
     aff. Yours.
                         L.T.


